CHAPTER XIII

JEWS IN OFFICE

RETURNING from the heart of the city, late one
winter evening, I missed the last street car. An izvost-
chik asked twenty rubles to drive me home, a dis-
tance of four versts. He swore that twenty rubles
would no more than buy a day's ration of hay for his
horse. But however small the buying power of twenty
rubles may have been to the Russian cabman, to me
this sum represented ten American dollars and I de-
cided to walk.
My room was in a workmen's district of Moscow,
"back of the railroads." Factory smokestacks and dark
unlighted storage plants alternated with large apart-
ment houses and smaller tenements. As I neared my
street I suddenly came upon a long line of peasant
sleds, all of them carefully loaded with boxes, bales,
crates. There was a man beside the driver on each sled
and both the driver and his guard looked particularly
alert. The horses were steaming and trotted briskly
despite their heavy loads.
A few evenings later I again tried the experiment
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